THOMAS    FLA THAN             1637-1688
Then many a doting lover came
From seventeen till twenty-one,
Each told her of his mighty flame,
But she, forsooth, affected none.
One "was not handsome, t'other wras not fine,
This of tobacco smelt, and that of wine.
But t'other day it was my fate
To walk along that way alone,
I sawr no coach before her gate,
But at the door I heard her moan:
She dropped a tear, and sighing, seemed to say.
Young ladies, marry, marry while you may!THOMAS    FLA THAN             1637-1688
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